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word* You felt them, so to speak, I was asking him
about his dreams. Usually he was reticent on this
sort of subject but on this particular evening he told
me that he had recently had a dream which had
disturbed him considerably. He was in a large
building, possibly a church, standing among a little
group of people, chiefly xvomen, who were all
silently examining a tablet on the wall. On the
tablet was a long list of names, and the people were
peering at these names in the unnaturally dim
light* Their lips moved silently, as if spelling them
out, but no one spoke* Only every now and again
there was a sudden gasp from some woman in
the little group as she deciphered a name. Le
Mesurier read several names himself* Two of them
he remembered* One was a most uncommon name
which neither of us had come across before* The
other was Brown, Le Mesurier remembered the
initials too of both, and the initials of Brown, which
were unusual, were those of a Brown who had been
at school with him and who also lived in the same
country village as he. Then he saw his own name,
, , * I suggested that this was a vision of pilgrims a
century hence at a tablet commemorating the famous
alumni of his school He shook his head thought-
fully and said that he did not think that either he
or Brown were likely to become famous. Something
in the way he had told his story made an impression
on me, and the names, even the initials, stuck in my
head*
It was rather more than two years later that the
explanation came to me. I discovered by accident
that a corporal in a battalion we met in the trenches

